FISHING CREEK VALLEY
No wonder the valley folk have character; from these
pathetic little books with their elegant engravings they had
evidently received a moral education.
The old Sunday School filled up in the usual country
way. We could not start at the precise hour because on
looking round the house it was discovered that Mrs. So-and-
so had not arrived yet, and that we could not start until Mr.
Sweigart had come. He was probably carrying a load of
wood and would not have finished yet, and Mrs. So-and-so
was probably delayed by having to pack up a few baskets of
strawberries for a customer. In a few minutes a loud
whisper informed us that Mr. Sweigart had come, and that
someone had gone to hurry up Mrs. So-and-so. It was an
interesting audience of buxom country women, hard old
men with knobbly bald heads, a collection of volatile boys,
and a sprinkling of the quality from Harrisburg, and one
party enthusiastic enough to have travelled from Reading,
sixty miles away.
A final survey decided that the valley was assembled ; we
started up, and soon found that we were in for a swinging
show, that we had a buoyant audience, warm and alive to
every point, full of easy laughter and generous applause. We
did our best, and I know I distinguished myself by holding
up a scene to make the puppets play with numbers of large
white moths that fluttered round the light. There were,
once again, puppeteers in the audience, some young ladies
from Harrisburg who had used a puppet theatre for a cos-
tume study, performing the same pierrot play dressed in
three different periods. There were many compliments and
gracious thanks, summed up in Flickener's remark: " And
that's a thing you don't learn to do overnight! "
We packed up while the audience started up their cars
and dispersed to their valley homes. And what a night!
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